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His desk was a cluttered pile of leaves, strewn helter-skelter 
as if by a hurricane wind. Roman Baines pilfered through them, 
searching for something, although at this time he had forgotten what. 
The clatter of footsteps from the hall was welcome—a rescue from 
the storm here on his desk. 

A rather shaggy head and shoulders peered into his office 
and smiled a ragged-but-all-American smile. 

“There’s a call for you, Roman,” he said. “It’s about —e . 

Roman rose and crossed to the door, heading to the press 
office. 

“T’ve never spoken with this guy before,” the younger man 
said. “He sounds a little nuts.” 

“Have we ever had a call from anyone who wasn’t?” Roman 
asked, his mustache turning upwards in a smile. 

He stepped into the office, picked up the phone, and smiled 
over at the young man. 

“Yes? This is Roman Baines.” 

“Yes. Hello, Mr. Baines,” the voice on the other end of the line 
said softly. “You sell books?” 

“Yes, of course,” Baines replied. 

“Bring me some books, Mr. Baines,” the voice said, crackling. 

“May I ask which ones you would prefer?” 

“Just bring the books!” The voice unhinged itself momen- 
tarily, then, calming, added: “Your assistant, Mr. Byrd, has the 
address. I need your promise of personal delivery.” 

“Might I ask why?” Roman asked. — 

“Stop asking so many questions, Mr. Baines. Give me your 
word.” | 

“Yes,” Roman answered carefully, “I give you my word. 
Personal delivery.” 

The line went dead. Roman replaced the phone on its re- 
ceiver. 

“That, Jay, has to be the weirdest call I have ever received. I 
don’t know whether to laugh this guy off, or worry for our safety. At 
any rate, I’m certainly curious. And I’m afraid I’m about to become 
a very dead cat.” 

“ Are we actually going to deliver the books?” 

Roman scowled at him for a moment, his mind in turmoil. 


Then he nodded slowly. 

“Yes, Jay, we are. He gave you an address?” 

Jay nodded: “Out in the boondocks.” 

“Well, tell Marty toclear her afternoon tomorrow. The bigger 
troupe we are, the better.” 

The following afternoon, the three crowded into Roman’s 
white Yugo, armed only with books and the lonely light of a cigar. 
The sky was a piercing blue, drawn together with gray lines of cloud. 
The evening held promises of rain. 

Driving seemed to last forever. Two hours passed, running 
like molasses down the road with them. The sun began to paint the 
gray clouds purple and orange until the rain began to fall in sheets. 

The wipers barely worked, rubbing the windshield with the 
unruly sound of rubber on glass. Roman grated his teeth on his cigar, 
eagerly concentrating on the rain-strewn road ahead. It was getting 
harder and harder for him to see. They seemed to be lost in the rain. 

“There should be a dirt road somewhere up here on the left,” 
Jay said, leaning forward from the backseat. 

“Yeah, but who can see?” Roman asked around his cigar. 

Through the rain, all the landscape looked the same—cotton 
fields and tobacco and dried-out corn, all in rows of snowy gold and 
gray. And every field seemed to have a road winding through it, its 
end cloaked somewhere in the distance with mist and rain. 

“Maybe that’s it,” Marty piped up from her silence in the 
passenger Seat. 

Coming up on their left was a dirt road a bit wider than the 
others. It didn’t seem well-traveled. Any ruts in the road were 
quickly washed away by the driving rain. 

This choice seemed as good as any, so Roman pulled the 
Yugo into the red clay mud. 

The road seemed to twist and turn forever in the gray pillars 
of rain. They passed a few trailers, their lights warm in the cold, 
surrounded by the carcasses of cars and tractors. A dog barked in the 
distance, the only voice in the rain. 

The Yugo skidded on the clay, bathing its sides in a red- 
orange spray. Ahead, the road split in two around a huge sycamore. 

“Now what?” Roman asked. 

“It doesn’t say,” Jay answered. 

Marty reached over and locked her door. 

Outside, the wind began to pick up. 


“IT suppose we could go back to one of those trailers and ask 
directions,” Roman said hesitantly. 

“Y'll go,” Jay ventured. 

“We'll be waiting,” Roman said. 

Marty tightened her grip on the armrest of her door. Some- 
thing was bad—she didn’t know what, but it blew in as Jay opened 
the door. 

His leg only got halfway out the door before teeth gnashed 
at his ankle. He jerked back into the Yugo, slamming the door. The 
car rocked as a huge dog clawed hungrily at the back window. 

Marty released a small shout. 

Jay locked his door. He was taking no chances. 

“Well, I guess that gets rid of that idea,” Roman said. 

“Now what?” Jay asked. 

Marty sat silent, staring into the rain. 

“I guess we'll drive until we see a house,” Roman said, 
“We're bound to find something eventually. If nothing else, we'll get 
further away from that dog.” 

Ahead, a house loomed in the darkness. It was Victorian; 
skeletal gingerbread in the rain and mist. Lights burned in all the 
windows, but no shadows moved in them. 

“That must be it, Roman,” Jay said. “The guy said it was big.” 

A chill ran down Marty’s spine. 

Wind blew the dead vines of last spring’s wysteria across the 
windows of the house like a veil. 

Roman pulled the Yugo into the crude driveway. The rain 
turned into a soft pepper and the wind died to a whisper. 

“T hope they don’t have a dog,” Roman said, sia ia 
humor. No one laughed. 

The ground was soft beneath their feet and squished as they 
walked. Red mud welled like blood in the yard, flowing across the 
dying grass. They crushed leaves as they crossed to the door, loud 
against the silence of rain and wind. 

Roman was the first up the concrete steps tothe screen door. 
Jay and Marty followed him, weighed down by loads of books. 
Roman rapped on the door three times, but there was no reply from 
within. 

“Now what?” Jay asked. 

“Yeah, can we go back to the car now?” 

“Wait; I'll try again,” Roman said. He knocked a bit too 


hard, and the door creaked open. 

“Maybe if I called them. Surely someone is here. That guy 
really wanted those boo 

Roman’s calls were answered by a loud meow and the 
skitter of paws on linoleum as a large calico cat entered the room. She 
loped across the room and rubbed up against the door as if inviting 
them in. 

Roman stepped into the house. Surprised, Marty and Jay 
followed. 

Theinterior of the house was aglow with candlesand warmth. 
The calico lead them from room to room, almost dancing, her step 
was So light. Everywhere there was pine and white walls laced with 
a mellow , comforting scent of cinnamon and smoke. 

They traveled in a circle through the house, finding them- 
selves in the kitchen. Across from them there was a gold Tappan 
refrigerator. The cat meowed up at it. 

Marty and Jay set down their books. 

Outside, the wind whipped the eaves. 

“Are you hungry?” Roman asked the cat. 

The cat meowed again. 

Roman approached the refrigerator as Marty and Jay stared 
at him, attempting to determine if he had completely lost his mind. 
There was a note addressed to him posted on the fridge. He peered 
over his shoulder at Marty and Jay with a bemused smile and pulled 
the note from beneath its magnet: 

“Yes, Mr. Baines. This is the right house. Thank you for 
coming. Follow Amber....” 

As if on cue, the cat meowed up at him. This time her voice 
was as raspy as the wind gathering in the leaves outside. 

“We're supposed to follow the cat,” Roman said, smiling. 

Marty and Jay decided to leave their books in the kitchen as 
they followed Roman and the cat through the house. The cat seemed 
to them to be wandering aimlessly, but Roman followed her as if her 
purpose were perfectly clear. 

Finally, they came to an old door of weathered pine which 
seemed to stand out from the rest of the house. The cat began to Yowl 
up at them, desparate for them to open the door. With no small 
amount of caution, Roman opened the door and began to descend 
down a steep stairwell into the darkness below. Amber purred up at 
him, her eyes two gleaming disks. 


Marty and Jay descended after them, the whistle of the wind 
the last sound as they closed the heavy door. 

Their eyes adjusted slowly to the dim light which became 
apparent as they went deeper into the tunnels. Somewhere up ahead 
there was a ruddy glow and a sweet smell of apples, cinnamon, and 
smoke. 

They followed pawprints now. The cat had long since 
disappeared up ahead of them. Every now and again they would 
hear a meow, or another alien, rustling sound, as if the wind had 
somehow followed them and scurried along through the tunnels. As 
they walked, they noticed that the walls of the tunnel were lined with 
long scratches and tears in the earth which exposed raw edges of 
roots and opened tiny subways for earthworms. 

None of them spoke, for fear of awakening some ancient 
duende—an earth spirit which might swallow them all, claiming 
them forever as part of the roots and darkness. The only sounds were 
the distant mewing of Amber and a soft whistle of wind. 

Apples and cinnamon became overpowering as they 
rounded a bend in the torn earthen wall. All signs of the cat had 
disappeared now. Instead there was the distant but distinct thunder- 
clap of a hollow bark. 

As they moved closer, they could see a large hole slightly 
above them, from which smoke and light poured. A long, reddish- 
brown form extended from it, oblong and glistening. The barking 
grew louder and more frenzied; the oblong opened and closed with 
a sparkle of white on pink. 

Roman was the first to peer up into the hole; into the huge 
brown eyes of an over-excited Irish Setter. 

“I see you did exactly as expected, Mr. Baines.” _ 

A female voice came out of the darkness beside him. Asif by 
some strange magic, a torch ignited, and her form was bathed in an 
eerie light. 

The woman who stood before them was not quite human, 
although some part of her surely was. Her hair hung in long stream- 
ers of brown, tinged with gray and gold. Her figure, cloaked in folds 
of pink silk, was a pleasing shape. Her features were, for the most 
part, human in shape and position. But her beauty—and her defor- 
mity — were of no humanity with which Roman and his two young 
friends were familiar. For her skin was not the poets’ creamy silk, nor 
were her eyes moonbathed orbs. She was everywhere snakescale— 


a gold which shimmered in the torchlight and hissed as she moved. 
And her eyes were circles of gold halved by black, vertical slits. 
She smiled as wind whispered through the tunnels, con- 
demning her audience to silence, and extinguishing her torch. “Iam 
Asta;” she said, “I will take you to the Arcana of the Carnavale.” 


+ HF 


Arcana 


Snakeskin glistens against blackness, 
While Amber washes paws. 

Auras of light awaken— 

Tiny feet dance behind grotesque, 
smiling masques. 

Cascades of glass and shards of sex 
blinded 

By brightness in their midst 

As tiny feet dance/scurry behind 
The Bright One’s back. 

Make small sounds of laughter. 
Dark shadows in a smile: 


“O Dark Dark Dark. 
They all go into the Dark, 
Which shall be the Darkness of God....”* 


To give purpose 
To those who are searching... 


“Toward what ends?” ** 


*T. S Eliot—’ The Four Quartets” 
**Ron Bayes in The Casketmaker 


Dark 


A heart's dream, 


opurned by reality; 

A silver cloud 

With dark lining; 

A deafening scream, 
Shushed by brutality. 

A world, too loud, 

From which to hide. 


Fear trembles in the shadows; 
Prejudice pulls us apart— 
Industry's seduction 

Drives us through the darkness. 
Hipocrisy and Greed 

And Self-Importance 

Rip apart. 


This Dark, this encompassing DarkShakes 
the corridors of the mind 

To kill 

And make insane, 

While Fear trembles in the shadows And 
rips apart. 


Animula 


Hands young with time 

Holding glass— 

Stroking unknown memories; 
otoking the fires of imagination; 
inspiration. 

A smile 

Like lights in hopeless dark, 

That kindles something— 


As ancient as space, 
And as young as time, 
With hands that love 
And hunt. 

Black marble eyes 
search my soul 

And find new life. 


Rannoch 


Black wings enfold me 

In a rainbow 

Against the moon. 

A soft touch 

Upon my cheek 

Of sunshine, 

smelling of apples. 

Incense on the air, 

Mingling with your scent. 

Grab | 

At the hem of your garment 

That I may see the moon again. 
Rannoch—my heart takes flight, Skims 
across the water, 

And finds the moon. 


Bloedwudd 


With hair of spun sunshine 
And eyes like night— 

Like the moon, 

You light the shadows of my soul, And 
go dark mysteriously 

To leave no stars. 

You are Diana 

With bow drawn 

To hunt down my heart. 
Morrigan, with black beak, 
To tear my world apart. 
Three-faced— 

Gentle, nurturing, cold. 


Hikaru: Cherry Blossoms: Wind 


The sun on the waves 
As the ducks slice through them slow 
Make me feel so cold. 


Cherry blossoms; wind— 
time the world is new again— 
And I am so cold. 


The touch of your hand 
Bleeding the soul from my heart 
Left me maddened; cold. 


The touch of your blade 
Carressing my soulless flesh 
Can only bring warmth. 


a 


“Come in, old friend,” Hikaru invited, “I have sake today. 
Some brave soul fetched it for us this morning.” 

Roman entered the Hierophant's hut and took his seat on a 
small black cushion on the floor. 

“Sake?” Roman asked, trying tosmile.“ Are you going tohelp 
me up?” 

Hikaru laughed his deep, hearty laugh. It boomed like thun- 
der through the small hut, draped with silk and sword. 
| “We'll help each other,” Hikaru said, “I fear the more we 
drink the lower to the ground we will get!” 

Roman tried to laugh. 

“Don’t be afraid, Roman,” Hikaru murmured in alow voice. 
He sounded like a different person. 

Roman sipped the warm, steaming alcohol. 

“T have much to tell you,” Hikaru began. “Rannoch tells me 
you have many questions. About the Dark....” 

Roman nodded. Hikaru refilled Roman's small round glass. 

“Greed and Importance, Hypocrisy and Ego. Industry and 
Censorship, Prejudice and Fear—these are the names of the Dark. It 
has been with us since before Adam’s fall. It was necessary in the 
beginning—the dark frames the light; opens the Void to us. But it 
grew. It grew until it took on a physical form: gray howling faces 
singing wind like a thousand falling swords. The Dark came for me, 
and for the others, and it came and came, until it found us here. And 
it trapped us here.” 

Hikaru filled Roman’s glass again. 

“This place was a perfect home for the Dark. Hipocrisy and 
Censorship and Prejudice and Fear are so rampant here. The South 
is not a place of glorified white marble pillars and wysteria, it is a 
place of darkness. Of burning crosses in Negro preachers’ yards and 
lynchings by moss-covered riversides.” 

“Why did you come here?” Roman asked, sipping his sake. 

“Where Dark is stronger, Light is strongest.” 

Hikaru rose and crossed to a wall of the hut which was 
covered with swords hung in their scabbards. He took one large 
samurai; held it lovingly for amoment in its red leather scabbard. He 
drew the sword; stood in a warrior stance. 

The blade of the sword was black tempered steel. Along its: 
edge, brown flakes announced the blade’s bloody past. Hikaru 
wielded it over his head in samurai fashion, leering at some unseen 


foe. Then he smiled, lowering it, and laughed his hearty laugh. 

“This is the sword my second used in my suicide. My blood 
is still on the blade.” He offered the sword to Roman. 

He took it. The blade was heavy in his hand. His stomach was 
filled with sickness and confusion. He studied Hikaru’s blood, which 
flaked off the sword into his hands. 

“Do not be horrified by what you see here, my friend. I am 
beyond such things as blood and swords now. Even my head severed 
from my shoulders cannot keep me down. All you have to fear is Fear 
itself—in the form of the Dark.” 

Hikaru took the sword from Roman; sat back on his cushions 
with the sword laid across his knees. 

“The time has come to enter the Void, Roman. We must send 
someone into the Dark; send someone to subdue it. You are that 
someone. You are to be the Twenty-Second. We have a Hierophant 
and a Priestess, a Hermit and the Moon, but we need a Fool. You are 
that Fool, Roman. You are our wise and innocent Fool.” 


+ FF 


Jay 
“T have been to the Void,” he said. 


“Dark came upon me, 

And I told myself to be stil— 

There was no hope, no love: no faith. 

Dark engulfed me— 

The pain of all that is evil in the world. 

I was the victim of Prejudice and Hypocrisy, 

Lynched beside the river of my mind. 

Torn by Greed’s hungry fingers; 

Forced to bear the martyrdom of Self-Importance. 

seduced by Industry; 

Down her conveyor belts of steel and nails. 

Crushed beneath the heavy feet of Ego; 

Censorship proofread my mind. 

Fear hammered me against the earthen walls of my 
prison. 


And within the Dark there was silence— 

The silence of a quiet theater when all the people have 
gone; 

Of bored travelers who don’t know each other. 

The silence of the half-conscious mind. 

And everything was still. 


And then the light— 

A bright, blinding peacock-white light. 

Light of all lights. 

The Dark was the Light, 

And that stillness inside— 

That was the dance. 

The dance that binds the world itself together.” 


“You will be the Fool-Maker,” Hikaru said softly. 


It was dark. 

Marty sat in the alleyway outside Rannoch’s home, trying to 
meditate. The air was punctuated by chanting and frogsong; the soft 
growl of animal / people. Novisions or answers would come tonight. 
There was too much to fill her mind.... 


Lost. She was lost in the light without darkness. Lost. An 
outsider—Outside of Death. 


She rose and turned down a winding alleyway. The huts here 
were built close together. She passed a sound of wood-on-wood, and 
ignored Bloedwudd’s singing which punctuated it. In another hut, 
the Daughters of the Moon did their laundry. Then: 

“Martina—” it was a hiss like wind, thickly accented and 
inviting. 

She turned towards the sound. It came from a small hut built 
slightly apart from the others. 

“Martina—Lost one—” it hissed again; beckoning. 

She approached the hut, unafraid, as she had been in the 
tunnels. Fear had no place here. She knew she was safe. 

The hut was lit softly inside. Tall candles burned in several 
large wrought-iron holders. Small crosses, etched with perfect atten- 
tion to detail, covered the interior’s walls. Old sepia daguerrotypes 
littered the table at the hut’s center, bathed in shadow. A shadow 
dislodged itself from them and moved across her face. 

“Poor lost soul—” the shadow hissed. 

“Hello? Who’s there?” Marty inquired. 

“Another soul, lost by the wayside, that did not know its 
place.” | 

Heseemed to materialize from the shadows. He was very tall, 
and old. His hair was white gossamer—iike the web of a spider—and 
it fell down his back in twolong braids. His form was cloaked in ared 
silk robe, which was undecorated except for two large golden crasses 
on its front. His face and hands were wrinkled white. But his eyes — 
his eyes’ muddy blue held the sparkle of youth. 

“Who are you?” Marty asked. She felt as if she already knew. 

“Iam the Hermit. Beyond that, my name is not important. 

His voice was touched with the dark accent of Bistritsa and 
the Carpathians. He smiled—a jagged, wolfish smile. 

“We have much in common, you and I,” he said, motioning 


her to a chair as he sat himself. “We are both outsiders. I, however, 
have found a Place—for a time. I am no longer lost.” 

“I’m not lost!” Marty shouted vehemently. 

He laughed—a crashing, hissing sound like dirt falling in a 
newly dug grave. 

“You are truly lost. What you do not know is the only thing 
you know, and where you are is where you are not!” 

She stared at the old man, dazed. 

“What did you really expect? Did you think we all could be 
part of the ecstasy? Did you think us all Fools?” 

He laughed again—that seething, graveyard laugh. 

“Martina, Martina! We cannot all have the same epiphany! 
You have put your faith in the words of others too long—made them 
law! Unbind yourself! open your eyes! We cannot all have the 
ecstasy! Some of us must be the Tellers of Tales!” 

Marty was confused. She could feel her fear welling within 
her. Fear at this strange man’s words; the strange truths they held. 

“In every ecstasy,there is a tale to be told. Martina, You must 
tell that tale...” 

And then, with a flutter of unseen wings and shadows, he 


was gone. 
+ HF 


Hikaru smiled—that same Mad Hatter/Cheshire Cat smile 
touched with the click of a shamisen’s strings he had welcomed 
Roman with that first day. His laugh was not so thunderous today, 
but soft like the warning of a spring rain. 

Roman smiled; nodded. With a final look at the Arcana and 
his friends, he began his walk towards the hole. 

The bells on his motley jingled as he slid down the gravelly 
entrance of the hole. The back of his motley ripped slightly, shedding 
bells. At the bottom, he Peered up at the entrance—one final look at 
the light. Then the stone moved into the hole, bathing him in 
promising darkness. 

Hestared at the stone for amoment, then satin the sand. With 
the handle of his bundle which Asta had made him he began to trace 
lines in the tunnel floor—slicing the dirt into hard, cutting V-shapes. 
And he waited for the Dark to come. 

When it came, it was not angry; it did not bear down on him 
as it had on Jay, whose body still littered the tunnel. Instead, it crept, 


like a mewling, lamenting fog. Gray faces encircled Roman like a 
pride of hungry lions. 

Roman looked into hollow eyes and smiled. 

“T will not fear you,” he whispered. 

The Dark howled—a windy sound encased in a crackling 
rain of falling dirt and snow. Then it bore down on him, lifting him 
up and into the blankness. 

Roman forced back his fear; forced himself to be still. 

Fear tickled his face, pleading with him; seducing him. But he 
donned a foolish smile and pulled away. Prejudice tugged at hisskin, 
and Hipocrisy whispered dark words. But he resisted, fighting their 
lies. Greed pricked his bells with hungry fingers, pulling them from 
his coxcomb with relish. He protected his bundle—unsure of why. 
Self-Importance ripped open his motley, piercing him with an al- 
ready bloody spear. It lifted him to a cross, and hung him there— 
coxcomb, motley, and all. Then Industry pulled him down from his 
cross, putting him through her, nailing and tugging: remaking him 
in her own image. The pain was unbearable. Roman wavered on the 
edge of consciousness, trying not to fade into the darkness. 

And then came the stillness and the Void. 

He entered the holy stillness, letting his mind wander through 
the misty blackness. He remembered where he had been—the tun- 
nels; the Carnavale. Lines of Poetry ran across his brain. The V’s he 
had carved in the sand lashed his body, ripping his motley. 

Suddenly he remembered his bundle. For all he knew, it was 
empty, but suddenly he knew that it wasn’t. He tugged it open. A 
small sheet of paper fell into his hands. The writing on it, to his 
surprise, was in his own handwriting: 


“Toward what ends?” 


He pondered these words in the stillness, wondering when he had 
written them and what they meant. Then he remembered. It was 
what he had been searching for when it all began. What he had 
scattered his desk to the winds for when Jay had come to tell him 
about the Phone call. The words on the paper were a fragment from 
one of his own poems . 

And he knew that the words of that poem—his poem—were 
the key to the Void. So he began to whisper them, over and over; 
again and again. Then: | 


“The end is the Beginning” he shouted into the darkness of 
the Void; “The stillness is the dance!” 

And he smiled, a huge and joyous smile that illuminated the 
Void. All around him, the Dark dissipated, leaving only the blank 
stillness of the Void, the light of his smile, and the greater Light—the 
light of all that is good in the world; the light of initiation. He danced 
into the Light. 


+ FF 


If Roman had survived, he would be finished by now. At 
Hikaru’s feet, Amber sat, green eyes gleaming, and stared into the 
tunnel below. Then she scurried down the gravelly entrance and 
into the darkness. 

Asta came to Hikaru’s side and listened as Amber meowed in 
the blackened tunnel. There was no other sound. 

Marty’s face was tear-stained and darkened from exhaustion 
and worry. Jay floated beside her, whispering comforting words, 
but she feared the worst. 

Then there was a different voice in the darkness. Hikaru, 
Rannoch, Animula, and Asta surged towards the tunnel entrance. 
Amber loped up into the cavern/ cathedral, purring. And Roman 
shouted after her: 

“I’m coming up, Sister Cat!” 

Roman was no longer human. He was covered with thick, 
black fur like Animula. His eyes were huge, orange orbs, slitted 
with black pupils. Small, triangular ears peeped from beneath his 
coxcomb. His chin and neck were white fur. He smiled—a fanged 
kitten’s smile—and wiggled his whiskers. 

“The Dark has gone,” Roman said,” it is safe.” Hikaru patted 
Roman on the back; smiled. Then he turned to Marty. “You’ve 
begun to tell the tale, Martina?” he asked. She nodded. 

“Bring it to me when you have finished.” 

She smiled and ran to Rannoch’s hut. 


+ FF F 


Hikaru carried the books out of the house and into the 
autumn sunlight. For the first time in many years, the sun beat on his 
proud brow. His ebony hair collected the heat; warmed his skull. 


Behind him, the others stepped outside, crunching dried leaves 
beneath paws, claws, and feet. 

Roman watched his old friend spin likea child, thrilling in the 
sunlight. He spun and laughed like rolling thunder, treading on the 
fallen leaves as he opened Marty’s book to the sunlight, that it might 
read the tale. 
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Carnavale is a dark journey told through a cat's eye. 
Miss Iacona presents the reader witha clever weaving or 
verse and prose which hits perhaps a little too close to 
home. Here isa localallegory populated by the strangely 
familiar. The disturbing thing is we may yet find 
ourselves here in this darkness...and survive to tell it. 
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